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afraid of the fellow, too ; but not much. Well, sir, I told him that I did not mean to disturb him by my acting, but to show off a little myself. Well, sir, in the other scenes I did the same, and made the audience laugh incontinently, and he scolded me again, sir. I made the same apology ; but the surly fellow would not be appeased. Again, sir, however, I did the same; and when I returned to the greenroom, he abused me like a pickpocket, and said I must leave off my damned tricks. I told him I could not play otherwise, He said, I could, and I should. Upon which, sir, egad! I said to him flatly, ' You lie !' He was chewing an apple at this moment; and, spitting the contents into his hand, he threw them in my face."
" Indeed!"
" It is a fact, sir ! Well, sir, I went up to him directly (for I was a great boxing cull in those days), and pushed him down into a chair and pummelled his face damnably."
" You did right, sir.7'
" He strove to resist, but he was no match for me ; and I made his face swell so with the blows, that he could hardly speak. When he attempted to go on with his part, sir, he mumbled so, that the audience began to hiss. Upon which he went forward and told them, sir, that something very unpleasant had happened, and that he was really very ill. But, sir, the moment I went to strike him, there were many noblemen in the greenroom, full dressed, with their swords and large wigs (for the greenroom was a sort of stateroom then, sir). Well, they were all alarmed, and jumped upon the benches, waiting in silent amazement till the affair was over.
" At the end of the play, sir, he told me I must give him satisfaction ; and that, when he changed his dress, he would wait for me at the Obelisk in Covent Garden. I told him I would be with him, but, sir, when he was gone, I recollected that I was to play in the pantomime (for I was a great pantomime boy in those days). So, sir, I said to myself, 4 Damn the fellow, let him wait; I won't go to him till my business is all over. Let him fume and fret, and be damned.' Well, sir, Mr, Fleetwood, the manager, who was one of the